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AHUNDRED year« ago to-day
Percy Byssche Shelley and a

young half-pay lieutenant of
British dragoons put out to

tea in a frail craft at Leghorn, whither
Shelley had gone to greet Leigh Hunt
en his arrival in Italy. Some days
later Shelley's body and that of his
companion were found washed up on
the thore. Byron. Hunt and Trelawnymade a funeral pyre upon the sands
and reduced to ashes, save for the
heart which Trelawny snatched from
th« flames, the slight body which
housed the soul of the tormented
J lung man whose lyrics are amongthe glories of our language.

'".: That much I wrote yesterday of what
I intended to be a centenary tribute
to Shelley, but it didn't come off. I
couldn't» help thinking of the irony of
the situation. There will be manylaudatory articles published to-day anil
to-ïnorrow about Shelley, telling how
good a poet he is end how much we
owe to nhn as a liberator of the spiritand as a champion of fîee speech. And
yesterday the Society for the Suppres¬sion of Vice raided the office of
Thomas Seltzer, the publisher, and con¬
fiscated his stock of "Casanova'? Home
Coming," by Arthur SchnitzUr; "Wo¬
men in Love," by D. H. Lawrence, and
"A Young Girl's Diary," and hailed
Mr. Seltzer into court on charges of
c.ajeminating "obsceno and lascivious"
books. After such a tragic farce I
could not, in good conscience, co ahead
with an article acknowledging oar debt
t«> the courageous author of "The
Cenci," "Prometheus Unbound" and
"The Revolt of Islam," for the debt is
entirely rhetorical. If Shelley were
living in America to-day he would
probably fare even worse than he did
during the last century. He would be
clapped in jail under the Mann act;"The. Cenci" would be suppressed and
the publisher fined, and probably no
college professor would have the
courage to put in a good word for
him. Read in Christopher
Morley's "Bowling Green" an excerptfrom Trelawny's "Recollections of
Byron, Shelley and the Author," giving
an account of Shelley's cremation, a
shudderingly impressive, bare recital
in a brusk, vigorous and curious prose.Went to High Hill Beach, on
Long Island, to visit Will Cuppy, who
lives alone in a shack there winter and
summer, doing his own cooking, house¬
work and laundry and writing a playwhich has a'ready engaged him for
ten years. His walls are lined with
hooks, two-thirds of which are on
psycho-analysis, neurology, psycho-pathology and love. Them are Stend-

"De l'Amour," Emil Lucka's
"Eros," Havelock Ellis's "Studies in
the Psychology of Sex," all the trans¬
itions of Freud, Jung, Forel and
Krafft-Ebing, and monographs, pam-

s, treatises and books by .Teliffe,
Frink, Trotter, Tridon, Tannenbaum,
and the rest. Books on "How to KeepWell," "Outwitting Our Nerves" and
"Diet and Health" jostle Edward Car-
penter's "Love's Coming of Age,"Santayana's "Life of Reason" and
Dewey and Tuft's "Ethics." Cuppy is
the picture of health and jet he
imagines he is the prey of all known
diseases. With a sweep of his arm in
the direction of this vast collection of
treatises on pathology he said: "I
have every symptom mentioned in
those books. I derive great pleasure
out of reading them. I experience the
Eweet emotion of recognition. Do not
be disturbed to-night if you hear me
reciting Coué's rosary. In his book or
'Autosuggestion' Coué instructs the ail¬
ing to tie twenty knots in a string and
to touch them separately, as a ritual
saying, T am getting better.' I think
that a? soon as I am well I shall be-

' oiling my knots that I am lead-
ing a noble and upright life. Thai
would be something of a novelty. Ir
common with the rest of my genera-
toi I have thought that the right waj
to live was to do everything the copy-
books say is bad, ignoble and sinful

he«, inning to doubt, that as th«
perfect rule of life. I don't think il
would hurt us any to have some o:
what ordinary people call 'decent in
stincts'.not that ordinary people öfter
have them." . He warmed up s
delicious plate of clam chowder, frie<

eels and made some salad.
was ravenously hungry from the tri]

the sea air. After we had eleanee
the d Bhea we went for a swim in thi
surf. I had imagined from what Cupp;
had told me that he led a hermit life
coming to New York about once in tw<

s; but he is more gregarious that
1 am. Everybody on the beach know:
him and likes him; he talks witl
children and old men and women 01
grounds of common understanding, am
after supper to-night he trotted up t<
the Casino while I stayed home an<
read. I tried to get interested li
John Dewey's "Human Nature and Con
durt" because Frank Moore Colby ha

»told me that it was an extraordinär;
but I read two chapters withou

making head or tail of what Dewey wa
trying to say. 1 tried skimming an.

skipping, but to no purpose. Th
rían writes wretchedly; his idea
¡. rer. and expressed directl;

,i I must forego the wisdom
t gain from him. There was

time, dating the days of "The Sevo
Arts" and the old "Dial,"1 when Dewe
wrotp clearly and well. I wonder if
is because he is afraid of the effec
Of frank, lucid statements that he no«
write.» so tenuously, lumberingly an

opaquely. ... 1 soon turned t
Sanlayana with relief. At his bes
Santayana ¡b one of the greatest Eng
lish prose writers, and certainly he
to me one of the most satisfying phi

hers of modern times. I wonder
many people have observed what
probably the most remarkable thin
tthout Santayana's writing.i. e., h
never quotes the opinions of otht
men; he never bolsters up his own ides
with references to authorities of th
past. He âo*s not even quote indlrcd

g writings are almost entire!
free from literary allusions. He is it
tellectually self-sufficient. Any perso
with s certain mental alertness coul
read him with profit and pleasure wit!
out the equipment of learning and cu
tural training most philosophers r<

quire to be understood.
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Cuppy has a battered old piano,
relic of pre-prohibition days, given hit
by a former owner of a readbouse, an
this morning he played Brahms, Bee
thoven, Rimsky-Korsakov and Grieg fc
three hours, rather marvelously, cor

sidering that three of the. keys mak
no sound at all and the others stic
and jiggle at the touch. I like to rea
»o music, and while Cuppy played
read a monograph on the "Hero Cults
and some clippings I brought alon«,
including this delightful Spoonerisr
from the "London University Colleg
Magazine":
I gaze upon the sutting sen,
I scotch the wy and stinkiiitg twars,
Ar.d feet;! i ums the mate, of fen
Whose stretty pife our janet plars.
But sudden, tharp ar.d shrabbing

pongs
Assail my mind all that in rought,
Like buds that boom, my long-read

dongs
Fürst borth anew, with frer.ace

maught.
Which reminds me that Caroîy

Wells'». "Nonsense Anthology" is
book I often turn to with pleasure
There are some delicious macaronics ii

".. - . . ... ..- ...... r-.

lish Lyrics." like this ntansa from an
(amorous respondo:

Pur vostro amour, alla», alia«,
1 am werse that Î was

Per multa
Jeo Buy (iolorouse en tut manure;
Wolde God in youre armes I were

Sepulta!
When I was leaving to-night Cuppy jasked me if I had ever read Robert

Hichons's "The Green Carnation," say-
:ng that many of the speeches recorded
in the book were supposed to be ver-
batlm records of things Orear Wilde
said to Hichcns. "Hieheni* seems to
think th*y arc very foolish and silly,"
said Cuppy, "but they aren't at all.
They are very wonderful. They arc
just as true as any thoughts recorded
by man, and they are rather more in¬
teresting than most. Why doesn't some
one write a book showing that Oscar
Wilde was a groat philosopher? It is
fashionable to sneer at him and dis¬
miss him as artificial and affected now,
but he was really a great thinker, a
revolutionist, a profound philosopher."I took "The Green Carnation" and read
it on the long trip aboard the little
ferryboat through the estuaries to
Bellmore. It is an amusing book, a
bit too much of a formula about its
wit, and profound in the sense that it
emphasizes the value of grace, delicate
amenities, and menta! athletics. I
agree with Cuppy the joke seems to bo
on Hichens; he meant it as a satite,but he hardly makes a go of it. Jt
sounds like the satire of an envious
man.
Bnnny Wilson and my wife, who hadbeen to dinner and for a ride in a vic¬

toria, came in after I got home and
we sat about for some time talkingabout Byron, Shelley and Trelawny.Bunny said I. ought to keep a privatesupplementary diary to be publishedlater, and I told him I was keepingone. Try as I may to be honest and
factual, there are many things that
cannot be said in print while the
actors are yet alive, and this is, I find,
a fascinating epoch. The supple¬
mentary diary may, in brief, if I amobservant and dispassionate enough.be an intellectual history of the periodand certainly as true and accurate a
series of portraits as I am able to
make.
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I was, I find, badly sunburned yes¬terday on the beach and I woke upthis morning with aches and pains and

a fever of 102. I drove down the fever
and went to the office and tried to
work, but, without success.
Lunched with Grant Overton, who

told me that he has written a new novel
which Doran will publish in the spring;that Gene Saxton has gone to Europe;
that the new Rebecca M'est novej will
be along soon and that it is a curious
one; that Arnold Bennett's new novel
was written under extraordinary cir¬
cumstances on the Riviera and that it
is a little like "The Pretty Lady" and
a little like "Mr. Prohack," and that
.Mary Roberts Rinehart's new novel ia
probably the best thing she has done
since "K."

JULY 11
Fever down again this morning, but

t am weak and wretched. Worked on
material for the book pages and went
to lunch with Henry Sell, who told
me about a party he had been on with
W. C. Fields, the silent comedian, £
great pantomimist and jugger wh<
is also an erudite and cultured man
knowing his Aristophanes and the his
tory of his art. Toto, the clown, wai
on this party, too, a curious buffooi
whose work gives me the same sensi
of wonder and pathos as do marión
ettes. All his movements and gesture:
are slowed down and precise, like thosi
motion pictures taken at high speei
and projected slowly. Gilda Gray, th*
hip dancer, an energetic and enthusi
astic little person, came to our tabl<
and chatted for a moment about he
new dances, and just as we were abou
to leave Marion Spitzer and Beatric
Baird came and sat down with us for
moment. We had just been discussin¡
Miss Spitzer's story, "The Rise an<
Fall of Florrie Weissmann," whicl
treats of a new aspect of the Jews i:
fiction. Hitherto the Jews have beei
the subject of somewhat sentimenta
tragic drama in the lower East Sid
or of excellent humor such as that o

Montague Glass. Miss Spitzer treat
veraciously of the wealthier Jews, res
idents in this country for two or thre
generations, rather arrogant and rac
conscious, who live north of Seventj
fifth street and west of the park, imi
täte Fifth Ave. and make a display o
wealth. . . While walking dow
the avenue Henry and I ran into Le
Simonson, the scenic artist, whose cos
turne is as harmonious and as satisfj
ing to the eye as his settings, and Be
Huebsch, the publisher, who told m
that Albert Jay Nock was taking me t
task in the next issue of "The Free
man." Simonson was enthusiastic ovc
the poetry and prose of Cuthbei
Wright, and he observed that he W£
astonished at the maturity displayed i
the writings by the young men of th
present generation. . . . Back 1
the office, where I wrote a news stoi

| for tne daily, and, since my fever ha
come up again, probably from the e:
ertion of walking, I went home ar

| called the doctor and went to be
Tried to read Benedetto Croce's "Hi
tory," which Alfred Harcourt had sei
me, but my head was hot and my eyi
hurt and I had to quit. It is difficu
enough to read Croce under favorab
circumstances, he's such a wore
writer, and I put the book down wit'
out much reluctance and let my wi
sponge me with cold water. .

Went to sleep thinking about tl
Beadle Collection of Dime Nove!
which Edmund Lester Pierson wro
me to-day would be placed on exhir.
tion nt the public library this wee
The Beadle collection comprises 1,4
separate publications of the publie
ing house of Beadle & Adams, found
in 1859 by Erastus Beadle, a printin Pierstown, Otsego County, N<
York. Thp library bulletin says trul
"The collection is literally saturât
with the pioneer spirit of America.
portrays the struggles, exploits, tria
dangers, feats, hardships and dai

j lives of the American pioneers frc
the days of the Puritans to the dea
of Custer, and breathes the spiij v.hich. for two and a half centurii
shaped the conquest and developmeof the continent north of the E
Grande. It is a literature intense
nationalistic and patriotic in char."
ter, obviously designed to stimula
adventure, self-reliance and schiev
ment; to exalt the feats of the piBeer men and women who, Eettled t
country, and" to recite the conditio
Under which those early figures liv
and did their work.'** ... I oft
wonder why my. father for, ade me
read those stories, a restriction v. hi
only intensified my curiosity abo
them and caused me to read every o
I could lay hands on, for they were
much better reading than the Hen
and Optic books, and they we¡e abo
a freer .-nd more adventurous Ú
than the Horatio Alger jr., which we
about nothing except poor boys gettirich. My father, I think, had acceptthe then current idea, without ir.vi
tigation', that dime novels ar.d cigs
ettes were immoral. But it is a plet
ure now to recall "Eoone the Hunte
"Kit Carson," "Famous Frontier.smi
Pioneers and Scouts," "Texas Jac
and "Buffalo Bill," and how they fir
the imagination to ride horseback a
go camping in the woods, build ter
and lean-tos. make camp fires a

Yesteryear Books
By Carl Van Vechten
N^O NEWS of recent date has af-

forded me so much pleasure
as the news that Heinemaun
in London and Duflfield in

New York have issued a new edition
of Henry Handel Richardson's nove!,
"Maurice ofest," one of the greatest
English novels of the last fifty years,
and one of the least known. In the
new edition there Is a preface byHugh Walpole, but one can skip that,
"Maurice Ouest" whs first published

by Hcinemann in 1908, and shortly
afterward in America by Diiffield. In¬
credible as it may seem to any reader
of tho book, at that time it did not
firovis«-» much discussion. It was first
brougiit 10 my attention in 1911 byRobert Hichens. a friend of the fiuthor,
who was in this country as a guest of
George Tyler, who was producing a
stage version of "The Garden of Allah."

Hlehens gave me a copy and recom¬
mended that I read it at once. He also
informed mo that the author was a
woman, an Australian, who had studied
music in Leipzig with the intention of
becoming a concert pianist, but on ac¬
count of ill health had abandoned this
projected career to marry an Englishdoctor and to settle down to a quiellife in the English country. At this
time the book seems to have been oui
of print in both England and America
and tho only copy in the New Yori
Public Library was a German transía'
tion, by Otto Neustätter,, Mr. Rich
nrdson (for convenience, I retain thi
author's symbol) has since publisher
two other books, "The Getting of Wis
dorn" (29101 and "The Fortunes o
Richard Mahony" (1917>, the first vol
unie of a trilogy which bears the gen
eral title, "Australian Felix."

« * »

T FIRST wrote about "Maurice Guest
-"- in a paper called "Modern Música
Fiction." which was included in m;
book, "Interpreters and Interpretations" (1917), now out of print. I thin
that this was the first long article call
ing attention to the novel. Nearly tw
years later, walking down Sixth Ave
nue with James Huneker, after a con
cert at Carnegie Hall, we stepped int
a corner saloon for a few seidels o
dark beer, and while we were enjoyir.this beverage he referred to my coir
ment on "Maurice Guest."

"1 am convinced," he said, "that yohave exaggerated its value. The won
an never lived who could write a gre£novel."

.'If I send it to you will you read it'
I asked, and he agreed »to do so.
But then I discov'ered to my chagrithat I could not find a single copy i

New York. The book had achieved
certain underground fame which ht
made it very much in demand at tl
second-hand bookshops. Under tho ci
cumstances, I had no desire to lend Ji
my copy, and so I did not refer to tl
matter. He must, however, have r
membered our conversation ar
sought out a copy for himself, for
few months later I was delightedfind his account of it in his Sundi
article in "The New York Time
(August 17, 1919). He discovered, ev
dently, that at least one woman cou
write a novel. He said in part:

"I have to thank Carl Van Vechti
for sending me to 'Maurice Gues
which he reviews in the 'Interpreteand Interpretations.' It is sombe
powerful, imaginative, and its reco
struction of musical life at Leipzig
as vivid as Dostoevsky. The heroir
Louise, might have stepped from t
pages of 'The Idiot'; indeed, there is
certain resemblance between her pisionate, cruel, capricious, unsatisfi
nature and that of the unhappy, ha
mad Nastasya Filippovha.
is a woman who has written this mi
moving, human, yet morbid tale. Be
Tolstoy and Artsibasheff are evoked
confess that I reíd the book thron
at a long sitting ( it contains about t
hundred thousand words!) and th
reread it. ... I haven't read a
of the present-day novels that can h*
a candle to 'Maurice Guest' in its sidissection of self-tormented souls."

* * .

IN THIS extraordinary book 1
Richardson has dealt with what

generally ignored in imaginative wo
about musicians, the study yen"Maurice Guest" is a novel of mustudent life in Leipzig. With unfalt
ing authority and a skillful penauthor has drawn such a hectic pictof this existence (from my own kno
edge of a similar life in Paris I
say that it is not overdrawn) as sho
frighten any American mother to
point of preventing her offspring ft
embarking on a musical career whshall require any such preparatiThe character of the title is an Elish boy, no colossal exception, nonormality.rather the average boy t
takes up music for a vocation withmuch reason for doing so. Hunehas described him as "flabby but s;pathetic." His somewhat negative,mantic, sentimental but very seri
temperament quickly involves himthe maelstrom of student life, in whfor him, there is no escape. Wothers, more brilliantly equipped
an artistic career, speed quicklytheir goals, at tho same time leacdisordered and drunken existencesfails in his piano studies. The thof the book is the tragic compar:of the real artist with the manthinks he is one, written in termithe student. Tchekoff, in one of
greatest plays, "The Seagull," c
pares the two types, as TrigorinTreplieff. And Frank Wedekinddealt with the subject in "Musik."the thousands of music studentGermany only a few, comparatispeaking, develop into artists, whilthose who master the art still f<
are capable of profiting financiall;it. Tho protagonist of "Musik," KHuhnerwadel, is a neurotic girl,sanely in love with her singing te
er. The play h.-.s a tragic and, aceing to Wedekind's wont, a bitiironic ending. In Mr. Richardibook Maurice, who is not unlike Cvius in "Man and Superman," notdeed, unlike Hamlet, is contrasteda brilliant and unscrupulous Pviolinist, Schilsky, successful insuccessful as a virtuoso, successfi
composer.
The conflict in "Maurice Guesexpressed through the fascimLouise, one of the most memocharacters in all fiction. She isof those young women with a fixecome who find food for gratifie;of their sex desires in the atmosiof a music school town. She iwho, thrown aside by Schilsky, c:back literally on her'knees to begto renew his love; she it is whoishru attention and money on hiscareless indifference, and she itwhom Maurice devotes his love.Lcabandoned hy Schilsky, in utteispair, accepts Maurice's attentiorfirst without enthusiasm, latei ntwith -gratitude, but when at len-çtlhos Locóme his mistress the üIiúóchei past continually haunt:-, Mancontinually he drags *.*¦ over thetar ,of ( love, polluting tee oLJe¦with his frantic: BUöplcicns. AtSchilsky returns «id Maurice beein truth Den José to Louise's Ca:She frankly admits her love foPolcF< and Maurice, who lacksstamina of his Spanish protoype, bthe book to a satisfactory eonclby killing himself. . . Then

snort coda in which we catch a glof Louise as Mme. Schilaky. AU i"Maurice Guest" is a book evenwho only buy two books a year sbu»,

The Poet as Medicine Man
By Llewellvn Jonea

THE Pf-fif MINT). By T. ,C. Prescott. The
Macmliian Comp»ny.ON ENUI..SH POETRY, tty Robert
«Iraves. Alfr«irl A. Knopf.
SOME day we may have a new

criticism based on the discovery
of Freud and his school. But so
far it seems to me that Freudian

criticism is more of a nuisance than
anything else. It is extremely plau¬
sible, this interpretation of literary
and other arts in terms of hidden con¬
flicts and all that, and these two books
make out an especially good case. For
Professor Frescott begins his book by
lamenting the fact that the poets have
not told us more about the. psychology
of their own productions, but, he says,
we must make the best use of what
little they have told us, either through
their poems or in their remarks about
their poems. And just after his book
is published comes the young English
poet, Robert Graves, and does just
what. Professor Prescott hits been
desidorating.he lays bare to us the
process of poetic creation /s it has
gone on in his own mind and as he
has tried to catch it by introspection,
and his argument dovetails beautifully
into that of the more laborious and
analytic Dr. Prescótt.

Nevertheless, I doubt whether be¬
tween them they have really laid bare
that which is essentially poetic in the
great complex of thought, emotion and
action which gives us the resultant of
a poem.

Professor Prescott's theory, reared
on an impressive foundation of foot¬
notes, is that poetry is the result oí
associations! thinking as opposed to
logical or scientific thinking, and the
typical form of associational thinking
be finds in dream and reverie. On íi
larger than the. individual scale he
finds it in myth. But dreams and myth
are, according to Freud, a sort of sym¬
bolical thinking that solves problem;
for us.problems of emotional import
réconciliations between opposing de
sires. And so the poet, says Dr. Près,
cott, solves emotional problems for us

gives us "patterns" of possible con

duct, and has a prophetic functiot
which is his chief use to society.

. . .

"¡Vf R. GRAVES arrives at a simila
conclusion. He finds that certaii

ideas with emotional connotations d
not get on well together in the mine
There is conflict and the poet "unabh
to reconcile them logically" indulges i
self-hypnotism, and in that state a

emotional reconciliation is effecte.
This reconciliation, being expressed il
words, may be passed on to others:

"Poetry, as the Greeks knew whe
they adopted the Drama as a cleans
ing rite of religion, is a form o
psycho-therapy. ... A well chose
anthology is a complete dispensary o
medicine for the more common menta
disorders, and may be used as muc
for prevention as cure if we are to be
Heve Mr. Housman's argument in 'Tei
ence, this is stupid stuff.'.No. LXI
of his 'Shropshire Lad.'"

It' should not be hard to test th
theories of both these writers by con-

paring them with our own experience!
Mr. Prescott's theory of poetry as a£

sociational thinking leads him to pr«
diet that as scientific thinking hi
largely displaced associational thin!
ing, the age of great poetry is pas
That of the Bible was the bes
Shakespeare was very good, indeed, bi
the outlook to-day is not promising.
And the idea that both writers hoi

that poetry is a self-made medicir
that can be handed around to one

friends is supported by the many sick
poets, it is true, but it begins to
wabble when we think, in tho first
place, of the many poets who were, and
are, quite normal, who ainif spon¬
taneously (one wonders, by the way,
what complexes a bird is resolving
when it sings, or whether the Joy of a
hen which announces in what music she
can command, that she has laid an egg,
could really be called a conflict of
emotions); and, when wo think, in
the second place, of the many people
who enjoy poetry without ever feel¬
ing a preliminary psychic twinge which
they feel they must overcome. Literate
people rc!»d moro poetry than girl
stenographer«; is that because they
are less healthy mentally? Or are they
guilty of tho bad practice of self-
prescribing when no drug is indicated?

The truth common to both of these
books seems to me to be this: Poetry
which reconciles conflicting emotions
is undoubtedly extremely interesting
because it is not only lyrical but dra¬
matic. But the essentially poetic fact
is net the drama but the expression
of a perception. And part of the poet's
conflict may even be due to his failure
to perceive directly and express his
intuition without practical and logical
cenceptions forming and cluttering up
what would otherwise be a direct oper¬
ation. The emotion of which Mr
Graves makes so much may not be the
basis but often only the accompaniment
of that faculty of pure vision whicl
is poetry in its naïve essense. Anc
much of the best lyrical poetry in oui

tongue is of this naïve type. Then
is conflict and self-medicament enoug!
in Shakespeare's sonnets, but we an
not clear to-day just what the troubli
really was. And what we remembe:
from the sonnets are lines like:
"Full many a glorious morning hav<

I seen,
Flatter the mountain tops witl

sovereign eye;
Kissing with golden face the meadow;

green,
Gilding pale streams with heavenl«

alchhemy;" ... .

while such a poem as Bridge's "Ero
and Psyche," with its wonderful single
line pictures of Europe, who
"Stept pale against the blue Carpathia:

sea"
was certainly born in a mood of tran
quillity rather than of conflict.
Mr. Graves has undoubtedly given u

a true picture of much that goes o
when poetry is born, but it is the te<
timony of one man and one type c

poetry. Dr. Prescott has tried to giv
a rounded view, but he has not gone t
the best sources. For his actual poeti
psychology he relies largely on Words
worth's "The Prelude," and Wordswort
was not a pure poet but a prophet wh
used poetry for homiletic purposes-
at least he was that whenever he hat
pened to be inspired, which was mo:
of the time. Meanwhile Mr. Presen
has overlooked all the recent materi;
which might have been very valuab
for his purpose. Much of what he tel
us painfully and with much unnece
sary language-.why drag in sue
words as "phnntasmogenetic"?.hi
been told us by Mr. Yeats in his proi
works -where a very complete theoi
of poetry is outlined.- »A.nd we ho
him especially guilty in ignoring cor
pletely the work of Croce, an omi3si<
which has led him to confuse poet:
and prophecy, ethics and aesthetics, ai
theoretical with practical consider
tions.

Universal Genius SeK-Admitted
By Guy C. Eglington

MEN' I HAVE PAINTED. By J. McLur«
Hamilton. With a Foreword by Mrs.
Drew. Illustrated with forty-eiRnt por¬
traits. Cloth, 4to. T. Fisher Unwln.
Ltd., London. E. F. Dutton, New York.

44 1%. /XTEN ARE t0° prone to
» /¦ assunie tnat ^6 artist
? JL holds an ambiguous

position among citi¬
zens. . . , Politicians, lawyers, sol¬
diers and priesta consider themselves
to be the mainstay of civilization,
whereas it will be found, if »history be
correctly examined, that they are often
the instruments of destruction, while
artists have ever been the builders of
civilization. Lawyers and priests deal
with the accidents of life. Art is con-
cerned with realities. Is not art.
sculpture, architecture, painting, etc..
the ultimate aim of existence, the
grandest and most entrancing of all
our pursuits?"
Poor Shelley! He was unfortunate

in some of his rhetorical outbursts
"Poets," he cried in a fine fury, "are
the unacknowledged legislators of man-
kind." And one hundred years latei
J. McLure Hamilton.sober, virtuous
Mr. Hamilton, of Philadelphia.portrai'
painter, moved to indignation by thi
snub of Mr. Balfour, opines that, "i:
history be correctly examined," artist
are the builders of civilization.
How one envies Mr. Hamilton! T.

know one's self a builder of civilization
To be conscious that one is pursuini
the ultimate aim of existence. To mee
.as man to man.the great men of th
big world across the water.the Bia
marcks, the Gladstones, the Balfoun
the Asquiths, the Mannings, th
Spencers, the Tyndalls, the Meredith«
the 'Pennells, the royal horses, naj
his majesty himself. To philosophiz
in Buckingham Palace upon the spii
itual nature of true kinship and th
excellence cf the royal cuisine. T
meditate with John Tyndall on th
mysteries of love, profane and divin.
and the loyalty of Ulster counties. T
remain "perfectly calm" under th
frown of the giant Bismarck. To it
struct Herbert Spencer in the glory <
one's calling and advise Mr. .Arthur Ba
four in a series of "wholly ur.solicitec
communications on the technicalitii
of his. What life could be more grar
and entrancing? And, finally, as tl
years draw on, to sit down in an eai
chair and write about it all and ha«
it published by Mr. Fisher Unwin in
lar-re 4to volume, sumptuously illu

trated with one's own paintings, at 30
shillings net.

« . .

¦pLEASANT thoughts must be Mr,
Hamilton's, To have lived in the

wicked cities of the Old World, among
"libres penseurs" and "libertines," and
return uncontaminated. To have had
commerce with the great ones of the
earth and retain one's intellectual vir¬
ginity. Surely here is an achievement.
What if Herbert Spencer continued to
set philosophy above "art"? What if
Mr. Balfour proved a singularly inept
pupil, failed to understand that Mr.
Hamilton and not himself was the real
"builder of civilization," continued to
regard Mr. Hamilton's position in so¬
ciety as ambiguous.and snubbed him
accordingly? What of it? One can
only hone, for Mr. Balfour's peace of
mind, that he will not see this book.
Mr. Balfour is no longer young. The
peace of his last years should not be
disturbed by thoughts of his own in¬
competence. Doubtless, too, in art at
in politics, Mr. Balfour has been un¬
decided whether he should go down th<
staircase by the left side or by th«

j right, has reasoned within himseli
whether the traditional divinity of an
makes of its devotees gods. It wen

j a shame should this picture of himsel
bring him to a sudden decision.

( This book is an amazing revelatioi
of the mind of a man. It is literall;
incredible that a man should have me
the greatest minds of his time am
bear not the slightest impress on hi
own. Hamilton's jien portraits of hi
sitters are of a uniform dullness. H

f has nothing to say. Only when de
scription is varied by an infusion o
Hamilton's..own views does interest re
vive, and boredom gives place to mirtl
Mr. Hamilton on religion, Mr. Hami!
ton on love, Mr. Hamilton on politic:
Mr. Hamilton on »var. ... On
could quote pages.
Laurence Binyon, in "The Flight c

the Dragon," tells of Toyokuni that h
"refused to finish a rich man's portra
because he could find nothing to ii
terest him in the sitter's soul." If M
Hamilton had adopted the same prii
ciple . . . but then, there weul
have been no celebrities, no picture
no book. Doubtless artists are tl
builders of cmlization, but that do*
not make Mr. Hamilton'c position or
'he le3» "ambig-aous."

London Letter
By Douglas Goldring
THE question n* to whether thé

(iivenilia of ti great author and jvarious unpublished manu-
scripts dUeovêrid among hi»!
papers after nil death ought,

or ought not to be published in print
Is one which is Again agltatirig our :
literary nobs. The manuscript of
"Monmouth," a juvenile play by Rob¬
ert Louis Stevenson 01 whose ex-
istencù few people were. a«^are, was
sold at Christie'« on July It, and Sir:
Sidney Colvin has been writing lottors
to "The Times" about it. Ho has not!
read the play, but, on principle, he e.<-

pressai >>n urgehi wish thut it may re-;
main unpublished. The inclusion by
Mr. Lloyd Osbourne in his Vailima
edition of Stevenson of two volumes of
hitherto unknown material he stigma-
tizes -without having seen the volumes
or their contents--as "especially ill-
Judged." ¡

Mr. Osbourne is naturally indignant.,
"The Times" in a leader on its literary
page, without commenting directly on

thé controversy, commits itself to the
statement that "no one can doubt that
the publication of certain juvenilia has
more than once brought discredit on an
author."

Personally T beg leave to doubt it. I
don't believe the posthumous publica-
tion of juvenilia, however feeble, ever
did the reputation of a great writer any
any harm at» all. Most, men of genius;
occasionally write rubbish which they
either forget or are too lazy or too
uncritical to burn. But lasting repu-
tations are built upon a man's best
work, not his worst. Byron, Shelley,
Keats and Coleridge are not "discred¬
ited," except in the eyes of imbeciles,
by the fact that a fair proportion of
drivel is to be found by those with the
energy to look for it in their com-
complete editions. Nor will Walt
Whitman's reputation suffer because
of the pages of strange bosh which Mr.
Emory Holloway has resuscitated in his
two volumes of'Whitmar.'s "Uncollected
Poetry and Prose."

Not only can Mr. Holloway's volumes
bring no discredit to Whitman, but
they are of quite obvious interest and
value to Whitman's admirers. About
.1 great figure we want to know every¬
thing there is to know, and a student
or biographer should have access to
all available material. The failures
.and the hasty jottings of a writer are
often as illuminating, psychologically.
¡as his masterpieces. If Stevenson were
one of my favorite authors, and if I
ever had occasion to write a book about
him, I should much resent Sir Sidney
Colvin's effort to prevent me reading
"Monmouth."
As for the general public, it so sel¬

dom takes its classics off the shelves
that it can be relied upon not to cut.
the pages of posthumously published
juvenilia. Haunted by the thought of
Tatham.forever infamous as the de¬
stroyer of many of William Blake';-
MSS..I deeply distrust the literary ex¬
ecutors who conceived it to be their
function to criticize and suppress.

. 4> «

What a curious feature of London
life is the literary dining club! Ai-
dous Huxley took me iast night to one
of the monthly dinners of the Omar
Khayyam Club. I think it was one of
the most astonishing functions I ever
attended. Our names, famous or ob¬
scure, were printed upon the menu
cards. We wore roses in our button¬
holes, we ate a gargantuan meal and
washed it down with claret cup. we
drank the health of "the master" and
then we listened to speeches. At the
high table I noticed Mr. Clement
Shorter, Mr. Augustine Birrell and
others of the great and good, includ¬
ing John Drinkvater, the guest of the
evening. Mr. Drinkwater made a clever
speech about nothing in particularrather solemn, and with p'enty of mis¬
quotations from the Rubaiyat. Then
some one rend a queer, complicated
poem, in which Omar and Shelley some¬how got mixed up at Marlow-on-
Thames. It was all very strange, end
the majority of those present were
very, very old. One of the -conviveslooked precisely like Charles Dickens.
Michael Sadleir, v.-ho was sitting op¬posite to me, assured me solemnlv thathe was Charles Dickens, and as our
great Victorian expert I suppose he
ought to know.

Japan's Policy
JAPAN'S PACIFIC POLICY. By K. K.Kawakami. E. P. Dutton & Co.
JAPAN'S case at the Washington

conference is reviewed with ad¬
mirable skill and tact in this
volume. The author shares with

a number of British publicists the gift
for combining abstract devotion to the
principles of international liberalism
with a keen regard for the national in-
terests of his own country. He
pauses now and again to condemn
Japanese "militarism"; but almost
every Japanese diplomatic objective,
from the 10-10-7 ship ratio to the de¬
mand for a elecisive voice in the man¬
agement of the Shantung railroad, is
represented in as favorable a light as
possible.
To a certain extent the book serves

a useful purpose in defending Japanese
policy against unjust and exaggerated
aspersions. It is quite true, as the au¬
thor points out, that China's chaotic
and disorderly political condition dur¬
ing the last ten years has furnished a
plausible excuse for continuing the
foreign control of Chinese tariffs and
finances and that no European poweris in a position to read Japan a lesson
in international morality on the ground
of her success in securing concessions
from China. Mr. Kawakami also putsforward the familiar arguments of lib¬
eral imperialism, often invoked to de¬
fend British rule in Egypt or American
rule in Hayti. Manchuria, Corea and
Shantung have advanced materially as
a result of Japanese economic penetra-i
tion. The Japanese controlled South jManchurian railroad has opened schools
and hospitals and instituted other
forms of welfare work.

* 4. *

TTOWEVER, like most nationalist!
advocates, Mr. Kawakami is a;

trifle inclined to overdo his case. His
effort to explain away the extremely
objectionable fifth group of the twenty-
one demands as mere harmless "sug- |
gestions" is not very convincing. In
discussing the Shantung problem, h«j
does not even mention Japan's wanton
and inexcusable violation of China's,1
neutrality in the course of the opera¬
tions about Tsingtao.

The author's style is clear and pleas-ing and his arrangement, of facts is
orderly and logical. An excellent docu-1
mentary résumé of the Washington
conference is to be found in the ap¬pendices. ;

HEYWOOD BROUN:
"The best murder story we
have read since Sherlock
Holmes shut up shop."

EE© HOUSE
MYSTERY

By A. A. MILNE, Author
of "The Dover Road," etc.

At any bookstore, tt.CO.t. P. Dutton & Co.. 881 5th Ave., N. Y.
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"Nous Sommes les Jeunes*
By Gilbert Seide»

"
, . a«**! then T »sked *^ *.{had titesusf, before the war, CAtablishH |

a stvlo and a réputation-»! «*¡¡Fries*, I think.'JPe t«M jr«»«^ iv«i#
(iomrn** ¦>* ./«{»#*' was the reply. -

Clivo Bell in "Since CéítfltKí.
13 FALL short In America of;
the authentic tragedy of that¡
brief reply. The younger
generation «survived some-

what, and is, it seems, not wholly for-
given. Perhaps that is why we fail
«hort, too, of the question, so debonair,
so interested in what les jeunes might
be doing, so full of Intellectual curi-
osity, so ready with sympathy and
critical severity. These are not the ac-

Cents in which one has heard the

younger generation spoken of in the
last two or three years. Controversy.
denunciation, publicity.all trivial, all
faintly nauseating.have left no room
for interest in the object itself, the
possible artistic production of young
men and women. Now Mr. Spingarn
has issued his manifesto, and, through
no fault of his, those who have com¬
mented upon it have forced some of us
who had sworn never to be entangled
in the business to decide that, for one
thing, if the words- are to be used
again they must be used with some
definite sense of what they mean.
Not that Mr. Spingârn was at all

vague. He knew of whom and for
whom he was writing. He was not ad¬
dressing himself to the editorial writer
of "The New York Times"; nor was it
in his power to prevent "The Free¬
man's" reviewer from contemplating
his navel and evolving the following
climax to his argument:
"The next step in criticism, whichis indicated by every aspect of pres¬ent circumstances, is to snow the rela¬

tion of every activity of the human
spirit.literature, religion, art, music.science-.to the economic system underwhich it is practiced.''

Benighted, and supremely belated,
that sounds to us who seem for the
last fifteen years to have been crushed
under "the next step." It is all of five
years since Mr. Van Wyck Brocks ("who
is not the writer of the above) went
behind that position to fairly solid
ground in "Letters and Leadership."
The doctrine appals not because of its
critical theory, but because cf its blind
irrelevancy to any of the problems
which the men of my years and my in¬
clination.the inclination pre-eminent-
ly to value the creative over the ac¬
quisitive life.have to confront. The
formulation of those problems is not
easy; I propose only to make it possi¬
ble by defining common ground.

* HI .

¦"jPEDIOUS as it may be. I must with¬
out cslüng names, not even «first

nano*:, analyze the equivocal phrase
Is "the younger generation" fyounger
than what?) anything mere than an

epithet, wholly without definition and
descriptivity 1 I doubt it. Omit the'
flappers and the jazz hounds and the
"politicals'' and we are still left with
a loose phrase. Even if we follow Mr.
Bell and say "those who had not, before
the war, established a style and a

reputation," shall we be piecise
."""-1 gh? That would include these who
wore intensely and personally affected
by the .war and many -who were not; a
confusion which both parties might
properly resent and which no criti¬
cal writer could tolerate. Nor can the
phrase mean those, who ore radical in
art and letters, because some of its
most notorious members are adherents
of the safest order. If it does not
mean every one between the ages of
fifteen and thirty-five who gets into
print, it means, as a descriptive term,
exactly nothing.

If it lacks unity of being, does the
variety of the younger generation pro¬
duce unity of effect? Again I doubt
it, because I doubt entirely its effect¬
iveness. The vogue of the younger gen¬
eration, as vogue, is due largely to Mr.
F. Scott Fitzgerald, and to him not
because he wrote a good book or a bad
one, but because he. wrote one which
sold. He did something less than
Byron and it was natural that many *,other young men arid women should
try. to do as much; but they did not
succeed.not even in being praised by
Mr. Canby. Mr. John Dos Passos, Mr.
E. E, Cummings snd, to an extent, Mr.
Ben Hecht tried something different
and are agreeably without influence.
In poetry.Ï speak still'of effect--the jtorch rests in those hands which held ;it, not quite so firmly, in 1910. Grit-
icism is the only field, after fiction,
in which young people have been ac-
live; subtract Mr. Brooks and their jinfluence is pathetically slight.

* * »

jVTO. The newspaper's younger gen- I
eration doesn't exist, it is no doubt

possible to find a spiritual common
denominator for all the young people
engaged in the arts; that is not enough.And any one who has regarded atten-
lively the work they have produced !
can see the reason; there isn't I in it
enough intelligence, enough fundamen-
tal brainwork, effectively to create jt
"generation." Within the category of
young people there does exist the pos-
sibility of such a generation; there
are a small number of individuals, not

BOOKS BOUGHT
Entire Libraries or Single Vol¬
ume». Highest price» paid. Rep-reventattvo will call. Ca»h paidand book« removed promptly.
WOMRATH & PECK, INC.

... Jfarmerly Henry Maikan, l»e.¦1? Broadway. Phono Broad 3000

a

ce.rrt
group, who may, within a _ee|. .

come established and hü-» ..!_"',
Some of those Í have mention»*; %\.
are in this number; of »a»»,« , ,

v*

oven know the nimu, All of tîlifc |know, are singularly »at of .>,«»_of the pop-gn.ns. Even Mr. Spin'JÍ*when he asks "What »hall w% t* '

those who think that the fragi'« . .

ephemeral moment of ph y*__«.'' J'4is everything. Ui.it it is m .'"
the whole of rea.ity, h-... the ,Je '
of excellenee?" ¡s _^.ng *n,t ffi.Jbe for them a purely academic ar
tion, since they have. \rlT>g c.aisd ¿'*tag nonsense and begun to «ta,*,

'

physic» and «»theties. Wh«.a mfuses to wonder that 'these Di-rid",«determined to destroy that Goltttk, th.Past" they do not eneourae*. s¡_,wonder because they kno-ie wit. ._.*certainty they have turned to «,,.classical penod in the past i«,r j?struction and guidance. W_»_ j."quote» "To seek modernit7 is i»!
to 3eek moderm'.v ar.d not art" .:.»
can only answer that for a .o-.tlly tj»a
they have refused to seek e.;ther »j,^.¡ernity or conventionality an(j j.,*
Deen trying to find and in .0r_e ^^
create art.

It is when Mr. »Spingarn sdv__i«
to his ne-v grround that he tout», tj._,particular number of !3d!vi<j_a;a j»scalls for thought and faith; h« _*>
ciares the battle between raauriaii.raand idealism he reqafoa « r.ewv,,__b.
ulary, a new life Vfttt that, for tha
moment, I can have nothing to do
except to «ay that here **. torre to'
terms, because, we cone to spécifie
terms; and If some of us diuest it i»
because something has happened to ui
to make us skeptical.
What has happened to us :§ not at

all what the "FreemaaV rtnlum
thinks. His -attitude in brief ¦» »_tt
he and hi. generation have nui« u
what we are to-day, ar.d a «orry neM
¦».e are! He admits the immeasurable
superiority of his own generation, but
sadly, deploring its treaton to iti own
high culture and saying that ">e hava
really disabled and billed oar sucee».
sors in a pretty shabby faihion." I
find this, frankly, intolerable. In that
far day it seems that "the net total
of general culture was still an aetiv»
innuer.ee . tending to c.viliz«» ,¦
and now it is not. Then? w"hj, then,
according to the rev.ewer, because sur
institutions cprew further fron: -what it
cultural and closer to what is iram««
diately successful, it fellows that wi
have all been carried along with ti»
tide and are irretrievably damned.
Determinism could go no further

than this peculiar assumption th3t we

have all been sunk without trace ta :h*
sea of materialism. It could go no

further than the other assumption that
those born after 18S0 could not under¬
go the «influence of Saintt-Seuves
Ruskin, Arno'.d.and Goethe! Tiere ia
Professor Irving Babb:":. who has lor
several collegiate generation! kept
alive interest in criticism. There is
always Aristotle. There is also LV
Julien Benda. The "intellectual situa»
tion of which the creative pcw*r can

profitably avail itself" we do want, and
sometimes incontinently and ineffec¬
tively go to Paris to fiad it: but the
quotation itself ar.d Mr Ercoks's '-se of
it are sufficient proof that our need is
not unusual. We laîk a 'situation,
and it may be we lack the energy to

create one; we are not likely to M

helped by being disinherited of the
past and being, a: the same tune, held
up like babes in arms before the great
examples of classic work and told that
we can "reproduce" their effect.

This has been a fairly negative dfr
scripticn of a certain number of tW
viduals; negative I propose to lea«it
because they are ail at work, an« *>

the intelligent beholder nothing o»-

the work can be significant. The«*
criticism may. be faulty and their era»'

tion weak, but their interests and thiiî
problems will appear there, and cri«»0
who understand what culture is v^'8*
interested in them and will not »situs«
that the game is -.rrevocably up- They
have all remained independent, aad ¦

docs not matter if Pater or N'ietzich«
or Sar.tayar.a, rather than Groce a»»

Sainte-Beuve, have taught them that*
tradition of culture exists. A s«rcb
for a discipline continues; they are ».

terested in sound spiritual guidance.
But they ought to be pardoned if they
are skrpt«cal of these who propose te

guide them and do not take the trouble
to find out who and where they »r«1-
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